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a day's pleasure with me at Windsor this fine May morning. I walk
about, not to or from.
In the delight of his new-found freedom, Lamb wrote these letters.
This to Wordsworth:
I came home for ever on Tuesday in last week. It was like passing
from life into eternity. Every year to be as long as three ; that is, to
have three times as much real time in it—time that is my own.
Mary wakes every morning with an obscure feeling that some good has
happened to us.
This to Wordsworth?s wife's sister :
For some days I was staggered | could not comprehend the
magnitude of my deliverance ; was confused, giddy; knew not
whether I was on my head or my heels ; but those giddy feelings
have now gone away, and my weather-glass stands at a degree or
two above content. I go about quiet, and have none of that restless
hunting after recreation which made holidays formerly uneasy joys.
All being holydays I feel as if I had none, as they do in heaven, where
tis all red-letter days.
This to Bernard Barton the poet:
I am free, B.B.—free as air.
The little bird that wings the sky
Knows no such Liberty !
I went and sat among 'em all at my old thirty-three years' desk
yester morning, and deuce take me if I had not yearnings at leaving
all my old pen-and-ink fellows, merry, sociable lads, at leaving them
in the lurch, fag, fag, fag. The comparison of my own superior
felicity gave me anything but pleasure.
A Cloud Passes Over Bridget
In this essay Lamb is looking at a piece of old blue china, with its young
Mandarin handing tea to a little lady, when a cloud passes over his cousin Bridget's
face and she begins regretting these luxuries and remembering the old days of
their poverty.
i
wish the good old times would come again (she said) when we
were not quite so rich.
I do not mean that I want to be poor ; but there was a middle
state in which, I am sure, we were a great deal happier. A purchase
is but a purchase now that you have money enough and to spare.
Formerly it used to be a triumph. When we coveted a cheap luxury
(and, O ! how much ado I had to get you to consent in those times)
we were used to have a debate two or three days before, and to
weigh the for and against, and think what we might spare it out of,
and what saving we could hit upon, that should be an equivalent.
A thing was worth buying then, when we felt the money that we
paid for it.

